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the vessel had been foreign wheat; and ever and anon
there came up out of the water, as though stretched out
with life, a human hand and arm. It was the corpse of
another sailor drifting out to sea. ' Is there no one alive ?'
was my first question to my man. *I think there is, sir,'
he said, 'for just now I thought I heard a cry.' I made
haste in the direction he pointed out; and on turning a
rock, just where a brook of fresh water fell to the sea,
there lay the body of a man in a seaman's garb. He had
reached the water faint with thirst, but was too much
exhausted to swallow or drink. He opened his eyes at
our voices; and, as he saw me leaning over him in my
cassock, he sobbed with a piteous cry: * Oh, mon pere, mon
pere!' Gradually he revived; and when he had fully
come to himself with the help of cordials and food, we
gathered from him the mournful tale of his vessel and
her wreck. He was a Jersey man by birth, and had been
shipped at Malta, on the homeward voyage of the vessel
from the port of Odessa with corn.
Mr, Hawker wrote this account for a periodical,
without giving the name of the place, or signing the
article. This explains a few trifling deviations from
fact. He goes on to relate how he took Le Daine into
his house. This was not strictly true. Le Daine was
found by another gentleman, and taken by him into
his father's house in Morwenstow parish, where he
was carefully and kindly nursed till his recovery.
Mr. Hawker continues his narrative thus:
I returned to the scene of death and danger, where my
man awaited me. He had fou$d, in addition to the two
corpses, another dead body, jammed under a rock. By
this time a crowd of people had arrived from the land, and
at my request they began to search anxiously for the dead.
It was indeed a terrible scene. The vessel, a brig of five
hundred tons, had struck, as we afterwards found, at three
o'clock that morning; and, by the time the wreck was
discovered she had been shattered into broken pieces by
the fury of the sea. The rocks and water bristled with
fragments of mast and spar and rent timbers; the cordage
lay about in tangled masses. The rollers tumbled in
volumes of corn, the wheateaa cargo; and amidst it all the
bodies of the helpless dead—that a few brief hours before

